Cardinal, my uncle, who reminded me of that m allusion to the Adorno
grievance against the Lord Andrea when in my despair at the trick fate
had played me t sought his help."
"We are to hear, then, that it was you who were tricked," said the
Duchess, with asperity.
"If you will listen to me," he begged.
And now, at last, whilst the Duchess drew Gianna to a couch thai
glowed with Persian tapestry, he told his tale: confessed to the duplicity
with which he had accepted the Doria offer of alliance, so that he
might be the better able to avenge upon them the murder—as he
deemed it—of his father; painted his despair upon discovering that the
Giovanna Maria Doria to whom he had spuriously betrothed himseli
was his Gianna Monaldi. Then he spoke of his interview with the
Cardinal on the eve of sailing for Algiers, and how the Cardinal had
helped him to the ardently desired resolve to bury all thought of the
feud, whatever the consequences in Adorno scorn and wrath. What
had followed—the wretched affair of Cherchell and the rest—was of
little consequence now. All his hope was that Gianna should under-
stand in what a tangle of ugly circumstances he had been trammelled,
and to believe that he would have had himself torn in pieces before he
would consciously have subjected her to the indignity of that spurious
betrothal.
He paused a moment at the end of his tale, as if hesitating*
That he had deeply moved the warm-hearted Duchess was plain
from the tearful distress in which she looked at him. Of his impression
upon Gianna he received no hint. She sat with folded hands and
bowed head, immovable.
Silence endured. It was as if they waited for him to resume, whilst
he waited for some word from them.
At last, "That is all I came here to say," he told them, softly. *'I
thank you for haying heard me out in patience. I take my leave."
He bowed with solemnity, and he was already turning to depart,
when Gianna quietly spoke. "You have confessed. You do not ask
for absolution."
"I do not. I told Monna Peretla that I know that what I have
done is beyond forgiveness. The circumstances have made it so. It
is too late for the penitent's disclosure of hidden things. Mine is the
admission of a discovered crime."
"The explanation," Gianna amended, still in that oddly quiet
voice. **I have memories to inform me." She was thinking of the
oddness discovered in him when first he came from Naples, when, as
she had told him, he was hardly the Prospero she knew. She was
remembering how, at the last, he had changed and quickened into
himself again, free and unconstrained. That, she now understood,
would be after he had taken counsel with Cardinal Adorno. "I have
memories that bear witness to your, truth." She rose suddenly, a
sweet wistfulness in the eyes that steadily regarded him. "My poor
Prospero, you do not need to ask for forgiveness. It is yours." Her
eyes filled with tears; "Could I deny you, now that you have made all
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